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NEVER PERFORMED. 


An occasional PRELUDE, on the na recovery of 


HIS MAJESTY. 


RECITATIVE. 
Axcrrs of Harmony, from Heaven de- 
scend ! 


Sweet ministers of praise, your succour lend! 
A Nation in distress relief implor'd, 
And now rejoices in a KING RESTOR'D! 


$0LO and CHORUS. (Handel.) 


Joyful prospects now appear, 


Heav'n restores our Monarch dear! 
Loyal Britain's lyre and lute, 

At such blessings can't lie mute: 
Happy then your voices raise, 
Peals of gratitude, and praise ! 


DUETTO and CHORUS... ( Arne.) 


Whilst all the air Shall ring, 
And evry trembling string. 
With ery varied voice, 
In union sweet rejoice; 
- Ih sgund and sing, 
GOD SAVE THE KING! 
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PREFACE. 


Tas very distinguished marks of appro- 
bation, with which the ORATORIO of 
REDEMPTION has been honoured in all 
parts of the kingdom, has induced me to 
undertake another performance of the same 
nature ; and I flatter myself, that the ap- 
proved and established names of the cele- 
brated authors, from whose works the 
TRIUMPH OF TRUTH is selected, will 
not render that performance less acceptable. 

Thesubject of the Drama (which 1s meerly 


a vehicle for the music) may be found in 


the send, third, and fourth Cs of the 
book of EspRAS. 

The difficulty of writing to music origi- 
nally composed for other words; or, adapt- 
ing words to instrumental music never in- 


tended to be vocal, can only be known to 


those who have made the experiment; and 


is therefore the best apology that can be 


offered for the incorrectness of the versifica- 


tion. 
S. A. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONZE. 


Darivs, King of Persia. 
ZOROBABEL. 
SALATHIEL, 

PHAREZ. 

And the Chorus of Israeliles. 


SCE N E, 
BABYLON, and the Palace of Darius near it. 
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PANT I. 


OVERTURE. (Haydn.) 


RECIT AT. IV E. 


Zorobabel. | 4; 


To Israel's God united raise 
The tribute, song of praise; 
Let ev'ry grateful voice proclaim 

Jehovah's awful name. 


Double nok us. (Solomon. Handel.) 1 


Praise the Lord with harp and tongue, 
Praise him all, ye old and young ; | ” 
He's in mercy ever strong. I 1 \ 

Praise PAR 
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THE TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 


Praise the Lord through ev'ry state, 

Praise him early, praise him late; 
God alone is good and great. 

Let the loud hosanahs ri se, 

Loudly spreading through the Skies, 
Gad alone is just and uise. 


RE CITATIVE. 
Zorobabel. 


Well have ye done, my brethren, thus to praise 
Our gracious God, for boundless mercies 
Shewn | 
To Israel's captive race. The time 1s come, 
For our deliv'rance from the heathens' bonds. 
The prophet Jeremiah this foretold, 
Full seventy years Judea's soil should rest, 
Nor feel the plough ; (type of our holy 
©} NESS ws 
While all her wretched sons in bondage groan, 
For their offences 'gainst God's holy law. 
The great decree that Cyrus had sent forth 
Before his death, Darius has confirm'd ; 
And to our land we quickly shall return. 
The holy temple, like th' Arabian bird, 
Docs from its ashes, with new splendor rise. 
AIR. 
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AIR. (Julius Cæsar. Handel.) 


See her awful domes ascending, 
* Columns swelling, arches bending ;” 
Golden roofs majestic rise, 


And lofty spires, that reach the Kies. J l 


AIR. (Dr. Arnold.) 


An ISRAELITE. } 
No more shall Edom's sous deride, i 
No more exult, with haughty pride, | 


Insulting ver our Sorrows say, 
Come, sing us Sion's chearful lay ! 
Nor proud Euphrates, as he flows, 
Be witness to our heart-felt woes. 


RECITATIVE. 

Phares. 

The dreadful gloom of sorrow is dispers'd, _ 10 
And glorious freedom with new lustre shines; 
No more the servile task shall be impos'd, 1 
By lordly tyrants, in a foreign land. 


DET TO. (Eighth Concerto. Correlli.) 
On our paternal flow'ry mead, | . 
Our fleecy flocks sball careless feed ; 1 

| _ 
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Or climb to Carmel's baggy side, 
Or quench their thirst in Jordans tide; 
And Jordan, as he glides along, 
Shall echo back the shepherd's Song. 


RECITATIVE. 
Zorobabel. 


The king consents to listen to our ples, 
To prove what 'tis that boasts superior 
strength. 
But, O my friends, join not their heathen 
rites, f 
Nor give the praises, due to God alone, 
To the bright sun, created by his word / 
But ere we go, to great Jehovah's name, 
Here let us offer up the sacred song. 


Double c nor us. (Athaliah. Handel.) 
The mighty pow'r in whom We trust, 
Is ever to his promise just; 

He makes this sacred day appear, 
The pledge of a propitious year. 


| He bids the circling season Shine, 
| EKRecalls the olive, and the vine; 
5 ne With 
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THE TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 9 
With blooming plenty loads the plain, | 
And crowns the fields with golden grain. +) 
+ - 
CHORU 8s. bl 
Give glory to his awful name, mw | 
Let ev'ry voice his praise proclaim. il 
RECITATIV E, 4 
Salathiel. 1 
Cease, my sons, these sounds of joy, = 
And tune your harps to notes of Wos q 
AIR. (Handel.) | 
Cease, ah ! cease your songs of joy; | 
To sorrow tune your lay : 
With deepest s1ghs of woe, 
Let tears of angutsh flow. 
RECITATIVE. Li 
Zorobabel. = ” nl 
What means my father? whence this sudden 1 
change ? | | 
| | 
Salathiel. 1 
Our hopes of freedom are for ever fled. - Wi | 
Our ancient enemies of Cœlosyria, 1 


B 1 And 
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1 And of Phcanicia, have together joined; 
In blackest terms that malice can invent, 
Have represented us as foes to kings, 
A turbulent, rebellious, restless race. 
i On this account, Darius bas revers'd 
| The great decree which Cyrus made 

1 Before his death. 

| The building ot the temple now 1s stopp'd, 
And we condemn'd in bondage still to groan. 


QUARTETTO and CHORUS. (Purcel.) 
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Remember us, O Lord, in pangs sincere |! 
IH Let heav'nly hope dispel each dark temptation ;, I 
And while we pour the penitential tear, | 
O visit us with thy sabvaulion |! 


- 44 AR: 


| RECIT. Accompanicd. (Tulius Cæsar. Handel.) 
An Traclhte. 


| O thou, on whom our people call, 
Father and Lord of all ! ----- 

| Uncreated, undefin'd ! 

Immaculate ! supreme! eternal mind! 

. In humble penitence, before thy throne we 
1 fall. e 
O save 
| 
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O save thine Israel, doom'd to know 

The dire extent of grief and woe; 

No cheering hope, alas | rema ns, 

To free us from our galling chains. 
Unhappy people, in a foreign land, 
Condemn'd to fcel Oppression's iron hand. 
Miserable Israel !---how fall'n !---how low ! 
From height of glory, to excess of woc 


AIR. (Handel.) 
0 thou Almighty Pow'r, 
Whom Israel's sons adore ; 
From thy eternal abrone, 


Oh ! lock with pity aown. 


RECITATIVE. 
Zorobabel. 


O let us not despair; what God hath spoken, 
Shall be fulfilled in all its full exrent : 

For weak and vain is earthly gpposition 
To the decree of the Most High. 


AIR. (Athaha. Handel.) 
| When Storms the proud to terrors doom, 
He jorms the du nmjexlic Scene ! 
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He rolls his thunder through the gloom, 
And in the whirlwind rides serene. 


CHORUS. 
O Judah, boast his matchless law, 


Pronounc'd with such tremendous awe ! 
When tempest his approach proclaim'd, 
And Sinab's trembling mountain flam d, 
All Judab then his terrors saw. 


RECITATIVE. 
Salathiel. 


See, in the west the ruddy sun descends ; 
In stedfast hope of the Almighty's pow'r, 
Here let us offer up the suppliant song, 
And then attend Darius at his feast. 


cnoRUs. ¶ Funeral Anthem. Handel ) 
Rise, O God ! with glory crown'd, 


Triumphant rise 


And let thine arm confound 


Our enemies. 


SEMI-CHORUS. 
Save, oh ! gave us from despatr ! 
Shew thine Israel is thy care. 


FULL 
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, 
FULL CHORUS. 7 
Rice, O Ged ! with glory crown'd, 
Triumphant rise l 
And let thine arm confound 


Our enemies. 


.SEMI-CHORUS. 
By thy prophets thou hast sworn, 


Unto our land we Shall return. 


FULL CHORUS, 


On the word of the Lord we will firmly depend ; 


For his arm can alone, his chosen race defend. 


END OF THE FIRST PART. 


THE 


TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 


PART II. 


SCENE, a magnificent Hall; Darius Seated on 
I his Throne, surrounded by his Nobles, &c. 


! RECITATIVE. 
| Salathiel. 

Ising the produce of the vine, 

The strength and pow'r of mighty wine. 

O ye men, how strong is wine! 

Its subtle pow'r deprives us of our reason, 
And makes the wisest do fantastic things. 
Have ye beheld a wretch that groans beneath 
A load of care, or suffers tort'ring pain ? 
Let him but drink of the inspiring juice, 
His anguish ends, and ev'ry thought is joy, 
Nor more remembers sorrow, pain, or debt. 
What is it prompts the merry midnight song: 
Prolongs the hours, and crowns the plente- 

ous feast ? | 


AIR. 
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AIR. (Otho. Handel.) 


'Trs mighty wine inspires us 

With ev'ry jocund pleasure; 

With joy that knows no measure, 
The festive hours are crown'd. 


Each flowing goblet fires us ; 
All gloomy care we banitsh, 


All palid fear will vani sb, 
And mrrth alone abound. 


RECITATIVE. 


The force of wine can elevate alike 


The bond-man and the free, the poor and 
rich ; > | | 

The lowest subject, and the lordly ruler, 
Are higher rais'd by its prevailing pow'r 


AIR and CHORUS. ( Arnold.) 


'Trs generous wine exalts all human things, 
% Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures 


| kings.” 


RECI— 
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RECITATIVE. 
Pharez. 

{| In more majestic strains I sing, 

The strength and pow'r of Persia's king.--- 

O ye men that bear superior rule 

O'er land and sea, and all that they contain, 

Is he not strongest who commands all men? 


| | AIR. (Dr. Arne.) 
{f Like the raging ocean's force, 
it His armies take their rapid course; 


With swift destruction sweep away 
The nations who oppose his Sway. 


RECITATIVE. 


Fe. 
How fatal! how destructive, are the frowns 
Of anger'd majesty to all his foes ; 
Straight at his word, his subjects rush to 
arms; 
% Now the warlike measure try.” 


CHORUS. (Solomon. Handel.) 
Shake the dome, and pierce the sky ; 
Rouze us next to martial deeds ; 


Clanking 
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Clanting arms, and neighing steeds, 
Seem in fury to oppose--= 
Now the hard fought battle glows. 


AIR. (Occasional Oratorio. Handel.) 


Prophetic visions strike my eye; 
In vain our foes for help shall cry. 
War shall cease ! welcome peace 1 


And triumph after victory. 


CHORUS of Soldiers, 
Handel. March from the Fire Music 


The glorious day is won, 
Wake ev'ry martial sound, 
Tell all the regions round, 
Triumphant we return ] 
From sanguine fields with Slaughter Spread, 
O'er mountains of the vanquish'd dead 
The dreadful carnage now is ver, 
Our Monarch's vengeance glows no more: 
Rich in honour, rich in spoils, 
We come to rest from all our toils. 


C RECI· 
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18 THE TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 


RECITATIVE. 


Pharez. 


He speaks, and hostile fury curbs its rage, 
The horrid din of war is heard no more. 


AIR. (Dr. Arne.) 


The soldier tir'd of war's alarms, 

Forswears the clang of hostile arms, 
And scorns the spear and shietd : 

But if the brazen trumpet sound, 

He burns with conquesl to be crewn'd, 


Aud dares again the field. 


RECITATIVE. 


Say, O ye men, 1s there a pow'r can vie 
With Persia's king; who is in all obey'd ? 


CHORUS. (Solomon. Handel.) 


Great and glorious is the king, 

Pow'r and honours from him spring ! 
Conquer d nations own his «way, 
Distant lands his nod obey ; 

Live for ever, mighty king ! 


RECI- 
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RECITATIVE, 


Phares. 
'Tis not, ye men, 'tis not the pow'r of wine 
Nor Persia's king that rules with boundless 
Sway, 
'Tis Woman only boasts superior u strength. 
By her the king, and all mankind are borne, 
And over them all she holds the full domi- 
nion 5 
For her they toil, and ev'ry danger brave; 
To her they bring the produce of their la- 
> DOUT, -._. 
And wait to catch from her th' approving 
smile, 
While gazing throngs are fir'd with fond 
desires. 


AIR. (Handel.) 


Around the fair attending, 

To her submi ssi ve bending ; 

Our yielding hearts confess ber Sway, 
All, her superior pow'r obey. 


C 2 RECI- 
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RECITATIVE. 


Zorobabel. 
Do you allow 'tis Woman's powerful charms, 
That rule unrivall'd over all mankind ? 
Or must I bring a more convincing proof ? 
Is not the king most mighty and supreme ? 
Do not whole regions tremble at his nod ! 
I saw him seated on his splendid throne ; 
Before him all the lords of Persia bow'd : 
At his right hand the fair Arpame sat. 


| AIR. (Dr. Arnold.) 
On the charmer fondly gazing, 


Love his heart resistless $etzing, 
Raptures fill'd the hero's breast; 
To her smiles, with smiles replying, 
Tender $s1ghs, repaid with sigbing, 
 Ev'ry care was lull d to rest. 
Ambition, glory, fame subsiding, 
She the monarch thus deriding, 
Took the laurel from his braw ; 
_ With beauteous pride, 
The fair one cry'd, 
Tell me who's the victor now ? 


On 
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On her snowy breast reclining, 
Pomp and state for her resigving, 
Prov d that love rules all below. 


RECITATIVE. 


Zorobabel. | 
Say, O ye men, if such is Woman's pow'r, 
Is not her mighty strength unrivall'd yet? 


CHORUS. (T'yge. Hunde ) 


Strong ts the king, whom all obey, 
And great the force of wine ; 
But stronger far is woman s Sway, 
To her wwe willing homage pay, 

To her our claim resigu. 


END OF THE SECOND PART. 


THE 


TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 
Cee III 


PART III. 


RECITATIVE. 
Darius. 
Give to Zorobabel the due reward, 
The purple robe, the cup of massy gold, 
The gilded chariot, and the stately bed; 


Around his head the tire of linen bind, 
And let tile richest chain adorn his neck. 


RECITATIVE. Arnold.) 


Hark ! in a more exalted strain 
He strikes his tuneful lyre again. 


KAI. 
2 grobabel. | 
Sacred truth ! my song inspire, 
With thy bright celestial fire; 
Before thee subile falshood flies, 
Stript of all ber mean atsgutse. 


REC I 
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RECITATIVE. 


Unnumber'd evils are produc'd by wine ; 
Mortal the king, as all the sons of men; 


Women are false, and soon their charms 
will fade. 


AIR, (Judith. Dr. Arne.) 
Vain is beauty s gaudy flow v, 
Pageant of an idle hour, 
Born just to bloom and fade : 
Nor yet more vain than it 
Is the pride of human wit, 
The shadow of a shade ! 


RECITATIVE. 


See truth more radiant than the day, 
Chace error's gloomy mists away, 
And reason in her native charms display. 


AIR. (Handel) 
« Fre the orbs in ether bung, 
* Truth shone amid the heav nly throng, 
Her eyes beheld creation $ day, 
Her voice began the choral lay, 
* And taught archangels the triumphant ng. 


CHORUS. 


"So # " 
* r , * 
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CHORUS. 
(Fuge, from the Hautboy Concertos. Handel.) 


O God, tis thou, tis thou art truth alone, 
All earthly pow'r must bend before thy throne. 


Blessed be the God of truth. (Handel's Anth.) 
Hallelujah. 


RECITATIVE. 


Darius. 


Ask what thou wilt besides the gifts ap- 
pointed, 

And here I vow to grant thy full request, 

Should'st thou demand half of my wide do- 
main 5 

For thou art wisest found. By me be seated, 

And henceforth called the cousin of Darius. 


RECITATIVE. 


Zorobabel. | 
O king, with thankful heart thy lowest slave 
Before thy throne with due submission bends, 
Unworthy of the honours you bestow. 
Not for myself will J your bounty tax, 
But if I have found favour in thy sight 


QUIN- 
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QUINTETTO and CHOR1S,  (Tomelli.) 


Hear a nation's deep distress, 
Frael's mighty griefs redress; 
See our tears incessant flow, 


Mark our dark despair and 090, 


Holy Salem on thee falls, 
Mourning her unfinisb d «walls , 
All ber sons dejected mourn, 
From their hopes of freedom torn. 


Mar a nation's deep distress, 
Irael's mighty griefs rediess; 
See our tears incessant flow, 


Mark our dark desþair and Ww00. 


RECITATIVE 
Darius. 
Thy suit is granted; letters shall be wrote 
To all the rulers of the provinces, 
That they protect you to your native land. 
I will appoint the necessary sums, | 


To build your temple and maintain your 
oft ring. es 
Your holy vessels shall be all restor'd ; 
D 3 
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The will of Cyrus be in full obey'd. 

Be you Zorobabel the governor ; 

From tribute free remain our firm ally, 
And may the God of Truth direct your ways. 


AIR. Handel. 


Safely go in joy and peace, 
Here your grief and woe shall cease; 
None your sacred work shall Spotl, 
Nene molest your hallow'd toil, x 
Exit Darius and the Persian lords. 


RECITATIVE. 


Phares. 
When we look back on all our troubles past, 
The scenes of danger and the years of sorrow, 
How doubly welcome is the sound of joy! 
The dawn of glorious liberty appears, 
Its rays expand and throws a lastre round. 


AIR. (Handel, from the Anthems.) 


Long by adverse motion, 
Tost by dire affliction's ocean; 
Of raging winds and waves the Sport: 


No 
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Now down the tide, 416 7 3 7 1 
We smoothly glide, | 
And gentle winds our Streamers court. 
Now pros rous gales | 
Will fill our sails, | 


And bring us to the destin d port. 


K 2 a „ * RAS 
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RECITATIVE. Accompanted. | 
Zorobabel. 1 
To thee, O God, do I lift up mine eyes ; A 
Of thee is wisdom, and of thee is victory; 
To thee, O King of Heaven, be glory. 


b 0g ao 2 - * 
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AIR. (Sacchini.) [| 
Songs of joy, and chearful praise, 
To our great Preserver raise; 
All his wondrous aft; proclaim, 
And magnify his holy name. 
LAST CHORUS, ( Josbua.) 
Glory to God, and magnify his name, 


Let ev ry voice his wondrous praise proclaim ! 


We will rejoice in his salvation, Just pb.) 
And triumph in the name of the Lord our God. {| 
Hallelujah. Amen. - . 


THE END. 
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